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Sharon Gresham 
A doctor 
picked up 
his clean silver instrument 
turned on its light 
my mouth opened 
his eyes 
doubled in size 
tremulously 
he began to speak 
I see past your tonsils 
and adenoids too 
all the way down 
to a giant ravine 
with cracks 
and crevices 
and caverns too 
very dry 
as if parched by the sun 
amazing 
he said 
as he clicked off the light 
thirst climbed up my throat 
as I left his office 
that ominous canyon 
pushed hard on my gut 
and pulled 
against my chest 
later 
I was falling 
into the womb 
of my bed 
and longed 
for an ocean 
to fill that gorge 
to seep deep 
into all 
those secret places 
I wanted a river 
to water me 
Seeing the Unseen 
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Steve Balunan 
5 
Happy Holidays 
6 
It was Christmas Eve. We had already opened our presents. 
Bruce and I were at one of my favorite places in St. Louis, 
Cyrano's, where the only thing on the menu is desserts. I was 
having cherries jubilee and Bruce ordered black forest cake and 
tea. An inch of snow had fallen outside, but it was warm and 
dark in Cyrano's. Bruce and I weren't saying much, but we were 
quiet people anyway. I was looking at his face, the deep lines at 
the corners of his blue eyes, the gray hairs in his sideburns and 
mustache. I liked the way his mustache felt against my skin. 
He hated the gray hair. He always said it made him look closer 
to fifty than he was to forty. 
"I'm going to get some of that Grecian Formula stuff," he had 
said. But I wouldn't let him. I had told him the gray hair made 
him look distinguished. 
Mter Cyrano's we went to the Red Carpet Lounge to watch a 
nightclub act, that was supposedly from Las Vegas. We drank so 
many pitchers of margaritas that we thought the act was the 
best we'd ever seen, even though we could hardly see anything at, 
all by the time the act was over. 
Bruce was in a silly, playful mood. All the way home he sang 
"Why don't we get drunk and screw," and kept looking at me, 
raising his eyebrows like Groucho Marx. We got to the house and 
he carried me into the bedroom. We passed out before we could 
even finish undressing. 
Christmas morning we woke up late and hungover. Mter a 
quick breakfast of extra-strength Excedrin and some Gatorade, 
we headed for the town of Fenton, 250 miles away. 
We had made this trip every Christmas morning during the 
five years we'd been married, because that's where Bruce's 
daughter and ex-wife lived. I usually didn't mind the trip, or even 
spending the night at Linda's house. She obviously didn't want 
Bruce back, so she wasn't a threat, and she was always very open 
and friendly with me. She had gotten married recently, and I was 
curious to see her new husband. 
Besides, I really did enjoy watching his little girl, Julie, open 
her presents. She was not only pretty, with thick hair and 
sparkly blue eyes like Bruce, but also cheerful and very mature 
for a 10-year-old. I knew how much Bruce missed her, so I tried 
to have a good attitude about spending Christmas away from 
home. 
Linda opened the door before we could even ring the bell. 
"Hi, I thought you'd be here earlier," she said. 
"Yeah, we got a late start. We had a little trouble getting up 
this morning," I said. 
"Hungover, huh?" 
"Does it show?" 
"Yeah." 
Thanks a lot. I thought. 
Linda shut the door and laughed. I have to admit, I was jealous 
of her good looks. She was tall, with nice legs and a pretty face, 
~nd waist-length blonde hair. I could hardly believe she was thir-
ty. She was wearing a sweatshirt that said "GET SOME 
Donna Kaluzniak 
STRANGE" in big letters on the front. 
I was very plain looking in comparison. Not ugly enough to 
break a mirror, but nobody ever remarked on my great beauty, 
either. Sometimes Bruce would tell me I was cute, but I always 
felt like the pits next to Linda. 
Julie ran up to Bruce and put her arms around his neck as he 
picked her up and squeezed her. 
"Merry Christmas, Daddy. I missed you." 
"I missed you, too." 
She looked at me and said, "Hi, Terina. Did you bring me some 
more presents?" 
"Yes, they're out in the car. We'll get them in a few minutes." 
I went into the kitchen where Linda was getting a turkey ready 
for the oven. 
"You can peel some potatoes for me if you don't mind," she 
said. Linda was never shy about letting someone know what she 
wanted. I picked up the knife and started peeling. 
Just then, a man came through the side door. He was fairly 
young, about 25 I guessed, neatly dressed in jeans and a flannel 
shirt. He had shoulder-length dark hair, a beard, and large brown 
eyes with long eyelashes. He was attractive in an odd sort of way. 
Linda said, "Terina, this is my husband, Gerald." 
"Nice to meet you," I said. I knew Bruce wouldn't like him. 
Bruce thought anyone with long hair was a freak. 
"Same here," said Gerald, and walked into the living room. He 
seemed quiet and polite. Maybe he and Bruce would get along af-
ter all. I could hear Julie introduce them. 
"Daddy, this is my other dad, Gerald." 
"Oh, really?" 
I thought I heard a note of envy in Bruce's voice, but I looked 
through the doorway and saw them shake hands. So far, so good. 
The rest of the day went smoothly. We brought the presents 
in and took pictures while Julie ripped the wrapping paper off. 
Linda and I spent most of the time in the kitchen, cooking and 
drinking wine and talking. The guys stayed in the living room, 
watching football. I thought this Christmas was turning out to 
be a pretty enjoyable one. 
The trouble started after dinner. We were all watching "A 
Christmas Carol" on TV when Gerald rolled a joint and lit it up. 
I knew trouble was brewing. Bruce folded his arms across his 
che8t. 
Gerald started to pass the joint to Bruce. Bruce just stared at 
him. 
"Hey, man, if this bothers you, I'll put it out," Gerald said in 
a soft voice. 
"It does." 
. That was the end of the argument, but I could tell Linda was 
getting aggravated. She told Julie it was time for her bath. 
"Bruce, where do you get off telling us what to do in our own 
house?" Linda said when Julie left the room. 
Bruce just kept watching television. I decided to stay out of it. 
I felt like an outsider. 
Linda kept on talking. "I don't see how you can act so high and 
mighty anyway. You've been drinking beer all day." 
"You know how I feel about smoking in front of Julie," was the 
only reply Bruce made. 
"What the hell difference is there between that and drinking 
beer all day?" 
"You know what the difference is. When you smoke in the 
same room as Julie she breathes it in. I can drink beer all day 
without getting my kid high.Besides it's legal to drink." 
"Oh, bullshit." 
Gerald and I were trying to act like we were watching the tele-
vision. It was snowing again. I was desperately hoping we would-
n't get snowed in. Bruce lit up a cigarette and looked at TV too. 
Mter about ten minutes, Linda went to tell Julie to get out of the 
bathtub and into bed. 
A few minutes later Julie came into the room in her pajamas, 
and sat on Bruce's lap. 
"Mom says I have to go to bed now, Dad. Night." 
Bruce got up to tuck her into bed. 
"Merry Christmas, Julie," I said. 
Linda brought some more wine out of the kitchen and filled up 
my almost empty glass, then set the bottle down on the coffee ta-
ble next to the potato chips and dip. 
Bruce came back in and I moved a little so he could sit next to 
me on the couch, but he sat in the chair instead. 
The movie was almost over. We all kept our eyes fixed on the 
television, watching a stupid commercial about how K-Mart is 
the savings store. 
Suddenly Linda said, "Speaking of money, Bruce, would you 
like to give more?" 
"What do you mean? Child support?" 
"Yeah." 
"Hell no, I don't want to give any more. I can hardly afford 
what I pay now." 
"OK," Linda said quietly. "Screw you, too." 
Bruce shook his head. "What's your problem?" 
"I'm trying to talk to you about something and you're coming 
up with smart ass remarks like 'Hell no, I don't want to give any 
more.' The cost of everything keeps going up all the time, but 
your support payments don't. You think I can support Julie on 
what you pay me?" 
"That money is just meant to help out. If you want me to sup-
port her I'll be glad to, but she can live with me, and you can visit 
her. Besides, she probably doesn't see that money anyway. You 
probably spend it all on drugs." 
Gerald rolled his eyes and looked disgusted. Bruce picked up a 
copy of High Times that was laying on the end table. 
"This is real good literature to have around the house for a 10-
year-old to read, isn't it?" he yelled, and threw the magazine at 
Linda. 
I could tell Linda was really getting hot. I took a big gulp of 
wine and kept quiet. 
"You can kiss my ass," she said. "All the money you send goes 
into a savings account for Julie's college education, and what we 
do with our money is none of your business, anyway." 
"It is if it concerns my daughter." 
Suddenly Gerald broke in. "Come on, you two. Try to act civi-
lized. This is Christmas, remember? You can argue some other 
time." 
Bruce said, "That's right, because we're leaving. Come on, 
Terina." 
"Don't be silly, man," Gerald said. 
Bruce put his coat on. I started looking for my purse. 
"Sit down, Bruce," said Linda. "I didn't mean to make you 
mad on Christmas." 
Bruce was heading for the door, then he turned and said, "All 
I have to say is if you want more money, then take me to court. 
That's the only way you'll get it." 
Linda grabbed my arm. "Merry Christmas," she said. She 
looked sincere. I just couldn't be cold. I hugged her and said, 
"Same to you. Tell Julie good-bye for us." Then I looked at Ger-
ald and said, "Nice meeting you." 
"Same here." 
Bruce was standing at the door with his arms folded. I walked 
over to him. 
"Merry Christmas, Bruce," Linda said. 
He turned and walked out the door without looking back. 
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William Slaughter 
River-walking, Night-talking 
the man 
All my stars are out. 
the woman 
I crossed a bridge to get here. 
the man 
It's allew world. 
the woman 
The moon is a woman too. 
the !!!ill! 
My mother's tongue is dead in me. 
the woman 
I don't know my own name. 
the man 
Lovelised to have an address. 
the woman 
How long does time take? 
8 
Judith Mizrahi Ribbon of Light 
Love in Parentheses 
10 
and when you withdraw your flesh 
from mine 
as smooth as Ella Fitzgerald 
undulating Gershwin 
you are gone 
with the harshness of clattering plates 
that chased away my dreams 
on Sunday mornings 
you heat me up 
like summer storms 
on July afternoons 
with electric skies 
and power surges 
that thunder in 
on my unfurnished existence 
and then leave me 
more alone 
Sharon Gresham 
I~ 
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Proto history 
12 
I crave the time of Hunters and Gatherers. I am homesick 
for decayed and crashing trees. Fear is wasted on this 
easy life. (Cicadas know what I mean.) 
This is not a drill! This is not a drill! 
Day and night silence gapes. 
In its maw 
we hear water far off 
tell the way game runs. 
We know where to find reeds 
where deer like to drink, where 
our Sun will rise 
split open clouds and swing 
across the rim to Moon. 
Floating on the night 
the lights of Fox and Bowman 
measure time, tell 
when to leave high ground 
before the cold. 
I watch. 
Beyond the hills 
a storm climbs 
halfway up the sky. 
Encamped beside 
the river we call Snake 
I chill my flints, prepare 
to follow seasons south. 
We leave a certain stone beside a certain tree 
should we need to find this place again. 
Patricia Kraft 
,.,, 
Bruce Abbey 
vl 
Pat Kraft 
Once in a while I think about 
will there 
come a time 
when 
there won't come an idea 
worth writing, 
when it 
all seems to have 
been said, 
all that's important 
but I'm 
still not dead. 
There'll come a time when 
nothing 
interests me anymore. 
I no longer 
see connections. 
Will that be 
the last connection 
I see? 
I hope I don't mind. 
I hope 
someone will love and 
take care of me, 
let me 
putter away 
in my own little cottage 
I h<;>pe I have 
a plano. 
Thana top sis 
15 
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Sharon Gresham 
Thanks for calling 
and saying you couldn't come 
I really didn't give a damn 
Yes, Mother, I'm really fine 
I can be anything I want to be 
can't I 
Why do I 
still 
want to take care of him 
They say a woman reaches her prime at thirty 
(I used to never be so depressed) 
Sex isn't important 
only the mind 
Should I call him 
or will he call me 
Yes, Mother, I still believe in God 
Why are my friends always fags 
Why do I drink too much 
So you're busy 
So am I 
My life is full 
of emptiness 
I don't want to start over 
Tomorrow's a new day 
said Scarlett O'Hara 
and Jesus loves the little children 
I hope 
He still 
loves me 
Conversations of a Woman 
19 
Thur, Fri, Sat, at Mr. B's 
20 
Mister B 's on the beach 
the spa the spot 
for folks from all walks. 
In there sunbleached surfer 
joined at airy dusk 
by those who know the bottle 
blue beehive gleaming head of skin. 
Runaways meet Elvis live 
for pool with no concern. 
At nine the band strikes up 
Delores Rob and Micki in 
to check out jazz 
off the patio's lonesome bus seats. 
Room if you like at fireside 
simulated fieldstone 
in the deepest pit for conversation 
ever carpeted in shag. 
Or try the L-shaped bar for beer and wine 
the haunt of dazzled shoes and dance berets. 
They will not stop while future starlets 
shake and glow 
and cries "Drink Sudden! Drink!" 
from the reddened throat of Stan. 
Outlaws watch it all content 
without their sleeves 
their secret order kept. 
Patricia Kraft 
Rick Wagner 
21 

Win Lyons 

James Tutten 
25 
A Light at Mill Pond Crossing 
26 
I sat down in the old cane-bottom chair and rested my hands 
and arms on the worn and cracked armpieces. The sun, beginning 
to set, painted the evening sky beyond the distant loblolly pines 
the colors of a faded, old calico quilt. I looked at grandpa's rock-
ing chair, smiled, and then closed my eyes, feeling a pleasant mix-
ture of drowsiness and profound peace. Summer was drawing 
steadily toward its end. An unseasonably cool draft of the Indian 
summer breeze drifted in through the open window behind me 
and prickled the hair on the back of my neck. It served as a re-
minder that rna would soon be after me to get busy chopping the 
wood which would soon fill the now empty wood box. 
Grandpa always told us a story after supper in the evenings. 
We had all heard this one many times over. But no one could tell 
a tale like grandpa. This story was fascinating no matter how 
many times he told it, and yet he never made any significant 
changes in it. Time and time again we begged to hear the ageless 
tale. Time after time, grandpa would obligingly gather all of us 
around himself and tell it. He always told it as if we'd never 
heard it before, and captured the hearts and souls of admiring lit-
tle boys the way only a grandpa can. He lit one of his after sup-
per cigars, as he preferred to call them, and slowly went on in his 
gravelly old man's voice. 
"An' before he could grab a-holt of anything, he fell right 
smack-dab between the cars. An' that ol train, why, hit run right 
over him an' WHUMP! lopped his head clean off!" 
Chugging intently on the cigar, grandpa surrounded his head 
with a thick cloud of smoke until he resembled a wise old prophet 
with a smelly, dime store halo. He raised his scruffy, gray eye-
brows until they were nearly lost beneath his deflated felt hat, 
and silently examined each of our faces in turn. I didn't realize 
that my mouth was wide open until my stale wad of bubble gum 
fell into my lap, and then I nervously popped all ten knuckles in 
anticipation of what was to follow. Ma said that knuckle-popping 
causes arthritis, but I always did it anyway, especially when I 
was all keyed up. Meanwhile, my brother had begun an uncon-
scious, but furious scratching behind the dog's ears. Old Freddie 
stomped the floor with one rear leg and groaned louder than 
grandpa did when he got in and out of the bathtub. My cousin 
fidgeted, and tried with clumsy, grubby fingers to pick a coc-
kleburr out of a frayed and ragged shoestring. Ma smiled know-
ingly at grandpa and slowly shook her head. It was a respectful 
gesture which signified her acceptance of the ways of her dodder-
ing old father. 
"Well sir, them railroad folks missed ol' Wylie Nolan when the 
train got to the depot, an' they all went back out a-lookin' fer 
him. The conductor claimed he'd jest spoke to Wylie a little ear-
lier, so they knew that if he'd fell off the train'r somethin', he 
couldn't be far behind. They found him 'long 'bout daybreak the 
next mornin' stretched out dead as a doornail on the tracks down 
by the Mill Pond Crossin'. Couldn't find his head though: ain't 
yet as far as I know." 
Joe Palmer 
We lived only a few hundred yards from the woods which bor-
dered Mill Pond Crossing. As if to emphasize the effect of grand-
pa's tale, a rumbling west bound freight train blasted across the 
clearing and into the woods on the other side. Its passing pro-
duced a shock wave which vibrated the plank flooring of the 
house, and prompted Freddie into a low, mournful howling. 
Grandpa stopped and gazed out the window in the direction of 
Mill Pond Crossing, and waited with a patience only old folks 
possess. Mter what seemed to be a hundred years, the train 
passed. At length Freddie stopped, and grandpa continued. 
"Maybe the varmints ate it, who knows? But I'll tell ya'll one 
thing though, one thing that's fer certain. A friend of mine, Rus-
sell Calvin, knowed Wylie Nolan too. Well sir, one day at the bar-
ber shop, Russell told me that he'd been down at the crossin' cat-
fishing the night after ol' Wylie got killed. He said the fish 
wadn't bitin', an' he was jest fixin' to leave when, lo and behold, 
he sees this light co min' down the tracks. Said he didn't think 
much of it at first, thought it was a train comin'. But he told me 
that all at once he got this here case of the cold shivvers, like you 
git with the fever. Said he was suddenly scared half t'death. Well, 
he says, by an' by this here light got real close to him, and then 
he seen that it weren't no train light a'tall. No siree bobtail! Said 
it was one of them kerrysene lanterns like what the brakemen on 
them trains carried, an' whoever was a-holdin' it was walkin' r-
e-a-l slow, an' was movin' that lantern back an' forth r-e-a-1 slow, 
like they was looking fer somethin'." 
My chest ached; my ears rang like school bells, and I felt weak 
and dizzy. It was like the time that I had climbed up in the crab-
apple tree and attempted to eat as many of those tangy little ap-
ples as possible in a short while. It occurred to me that I was 
holding my breath, and I nearly fainted in an attempt to make 
up for lost time. Grandpa's cigar had gone out, and he fumbled 
about for his big, sulfur-tipped, kitchen matches. He finally 
found one and struck it, and it spewed its nose-biting venom into 
the air while he revived his dead stogie. Then he began to whis-
per as if he were telling us a secret. 
"Then ol' Russell said he noticed that the feller who was totin' 
the lantern didn't have no head. Said he knowed right then who, 
an' what it was. Claimed his heart beat so fast he thought it'd 
bust like a ripe melon. 01' Russell said he wanted to run off an' 
hide, but seein' as how he'd been a friend of Wylie Nolan, he fig-
gered he at least ought to be civil an' respectful to his ghost. So 
he says he takes a real deep breath, swallers hard a couple of 
times, an' then says "Wylie, Wylie Nolan. Is that you boy? 
What're you doing out here Wylie? You s'posed to be in the 
grave.' An' then, ol' Wylie's ghost, it says, real spooky and 
mournful like, "Yeah Russell, hit's me. Help me Russell, please. 
I cain't rest til I find m'head. Lord knows! Somebody please help 
me!" And then the ghost jest up an' vanished off in the dark. 
Russell Calvin ain't been fit fer nothin' but to drink ever since. 
Now folks see that light all the time down yonder. Seen it m'self 
a few times. Ohh boys, Wylie Nolan's spirit is out there some-
where swingin' that lantern of his, tryin' to find his head so he 
can at last have peace." 
It was so quiet in the room when grandpa finished his tale that 
Freddie began to growl. The hair stood up like bullrushes on the 
back of his neck. We all huddled together while grandpa made a 
great pretense of seeing something outside in the darkness. The 
Indian summer night wrapped around us like warm, wet wool 
and strangely muted the whispering sound of the night, a sound 
that folks in this part of the country always hear, but usually 
take for granted. A wisp of a breeze sneaked in through the win-
dow and whispered something which, though unheard by us, 
frightened and disturbed the curtains. A million miles away, a 
lone hoot owl called once, then stopped abruptly and became as 
deathly silent as the rest. The silence grew until it seemed that 
I could hear my heart pounding behind my ears. Much to my re-
lief, my brother was unable to tolerate the silence any longer. His 
unexpected outburst broke the spell. 
"Miss Ryal at school says there ain't no such thing as Wylie 
Nolan's ghost carryin' a lantern gran'pa. SHE says it's only 
swamp gas that glows in the dark, like foxfire. What's swamp gas, 
gran'pa?" 
Grandpa snorted as he ground out the pitiful remains of his ci-
gar in an old soup can. 
"There ain't no such thing as swamp gas boy. Don't you go 
believin' no such horse biscuits as that. Miss Ryal, no disrespect 
intended ain't nothin' but a know-it-all damyankee school teach-
er. She d~n't know from Adam 'bout the likes of what goes on in 
these parts. Why, I reckon that Miss Ryal reckons that folks jest 
made that story up t'scare the young-uns, huh? Well, she don't 
understand our ways, that's all. I guess she jest cain 't help herself 
Mikey. She jest don't know no better. Ol' gran'pa ain't never fib-
bed you before, has he? Well then ... " 
I suddenly sat up straight in the chair and blinked my eyes. 
They were wet with fresh tears, and I was momentarily confused. 
"Grandpa?" 
The rocking chair was empty, and had been for a long t.ime. 
Twenty years passed in a part of the world where change 1s as 
slow as the speech. Grandpa had died the following summer, but 
he swore nearly until the end that the story was true. I spent 
many nights at the crossing hiding in the gallberry bushes with 
my brother and cousin, hoping and at the same time, fearing th~t 
we might catch a glimpse of the lantern-bearing ghost. of Wylie 
Nolan. The innocent, freckle-faced years passed too quickly, and 
a young boy's pursuit of a glowing phantom gave way to a young 
man's quest for softer and prettier dreams. 
I decided that I had stayed long enough. I closed the window 
and started to the door, and then turned around to look once 
more at grandpa's old rocker. I could still almost smell the cigar 
smoke. I went out on the porch and put the rusted padlock back 
on its hasp, and locked the door for the last time. I elected to vis-
it Mill Pond Crossing once more before returning home to my 
wife and my own young sons. I thought that perhaps some day 
I'd have a story to tell them, or maybe even to their sons. 
I parked my car near the old railroad bridge, then I got out and 
started walking. The night, or so it seemed, was identical to that 
night twenty years earlier. The tepid, south Georgia night was at 
its best. Bullfrogs sang in rich, bass quartets along the banks of 
the mill pond. Below, a fish splashed at some unseen meal in the 
eternally black water. A racoon waddled out of a thicket, looked 
at me nonchalantly, then meandered away undisturbed about my 
intrusion into his world, into our world. The pride welled up in-
side of me, and I felt pleased to know that I had once been a part 
of all this. 
"Grandpa was right," I thought. "What would a damn yankee 
know about any of this?" 
It was nearly upon me before I knew it. I had turned to go back 
to my car when I saw the pale yellow, shimmering disk of light. 
It was barely ten yards away, and moved slowly, almost cau-
tiously toward me. My fear was short-lived, and vanished as 
quickly as one's childhood. 
"With all due respects, grandpa," I said aloud to the old man's 
whisper in my heart, "here's your friend's ghost. It's no more 
than a condensed mass of luminous methane gas ebbing along on 
a pleasant breeze. I suppose Miss Ryal was right after all, Mike: 
it's just swamp gas. Rest in peace, Mr. Nolan, that is, if you ever 
lived to begin with." 
The light passed by, and continued its infinite, nocturnal jour-
ney along the old railroad, until it became one with the weighty 
blackness of the night. As I started to get into my car, the moon 
crept away from its cuddling with the clouds, and i~s first glow 
,illuminated a small, metallic object near my feet. I flicked on my 
cigarette lighter in order that I might see better, and bent tore-
trieve the article. I studied the worn brass fragment for a long 
time. Even after having endured long years of exposure to the 
elements, the engraved faceplate from the base of an old railroad 
lantern was still quite legible once I had rubbed away some of the 
grime. 
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Kathleen Gay 
It's a start. At least we were talking. Of course, I'm doing most 
of it. Jack doesn't have to say anything. I have been reading his 
mind for five years anyway. He picks this night to start thinking 
on his own. He says, "Listen, bitch, I'll do anything I want." This 
from a man who had held me in his arms only the night before, 
declaring undying love with the moans of a wounded ox. This 
from a man who made me soup, took me to boring (for him) mov-
ies, and claimed to love my mama. 
Jack, his name ought to be Ronald Colman. You know, Ronald 
Colman, that old movie star with the creamy voice. In Lost Hori-
zon, he finds this place Shangri-La, where people never grow old. 
And in A Tale of Two Cities, Colman is the guy who goes to the 
gallows for his girlfriend saying, "It's better to have loved and 
lost, than never to have loved at all." Jack could be like that. Oh 
sure, he's lazy and selfish, but he's my man. And I can be a real 
bitch. But guys like bitches in the movies. 
Meanwhile back at the SCENE: here we are in the car, driving 
along. I am hungry, he is tired. What else is new? The car is mak-
ing a funny noise like a police siren far away. But the Rambler 
has a new noise every day. The guy at the Texaco station said 
this was the differential. Jack sure wanted to wipe the smirk off 
the Texaco guy's face. "We're going to get a new car with the In-
come Tax money," Jack tells me. I sure hope he means that. 
There are so many holes in the floorboard, I can see the road un-
der my feet. 
I am in a pretty good mood because a) we are together, b) we 
are alone, and c) the car hasn't blown up yet. Oh yeah, and we 
are talking. I keep forgetting. Jack usually just nods his head, 
takes deep drags off his cigarette and then, by that time I answer 
my own question. Now I say, "Jack, let's stop and get something 
to eat." He says, "Where?" and I say, "Anywhere." "How about 
Unknown Andy's?" says Jack. "That's your idea of excitement?" 
I ask. Now the truth comes out. "We'll have to go to Cozy Cup-
board and cash a check, I spent the ten dollars," Jack admits. 
I don't know what has gotten into Jack, he is talking in whole 
sentences. This is going to be quite a night. As the neon hits us 
in the Cozy Cupboard parking lot, Jack discovers that he doesn't 
have his "Cozy Cupboard Special I.D. Check-Cashing Card." I 
happen to have mine and I am so disgusted by this time that 
even grocery shopping sounds like fun. So - another night on the 
town at Cozy Cupboard. At least we get some rare roast beef, 
some crusty rolls, and this buttery cheese we like, "Havarti." And 
some Lambrusco. The night's not a total loss. We get home. And 
after the last roll of "Oh So Soft" toilet paper is tenderly bal-
anced between the towels and the Maxi-Shields, Jack makes 
sandwiches. 
Two People 
Meanwhile, I search the T.V. magazine frantically for the ump-
teenth showing of The Lady Vanishes and instead, come up with 
"Family Feud." Now I hide the T.V. magazine so Jack won't find 
out he's missing "Little House on the Prairie." Jack doesn't real-
ly care about T.V. anyway, he's got his food. There I go reading 
his mind again. Still, it's those little things that give him away. 
Like when he salivated as the girl sliced his roast beef at the Cozy 
Cupboard. 
Jack feels better after he eats and lets out a few farts. I settle 
down and wait for the midnight movie; I only have four hours to 
go. The phone rings and I hate it cutting into me with its ring. 
Not now, please. You see, Jack has four brothers and a lot of bud-
dies. Everybody loves Jack. I know the phone call is not for me. 
It's not. It's his brother Mac. Why don't I just relax and ignore 
it? But my insides won't let me. I start making cracks about his 
brother Mac, about how one of them can't pee without the other 
one to hold it, and so on. Watch out, here comes the phone, flying 
through the air at my head. I hear Jack screaming at me as I 
duck. I can't believe it; I'm in shock. Jack could have hurt me. I 
have taken enough, I'll get even. I'll teach him a lesson: I'll knock 
over the T.V. set. But gently, I tip it over. Big lesson! Jack's fa-
vorite show is "Dukes of Hazzard." Big loss. For me, bye-bye "All 
My Children" and the rest. 
I didn't even know the phone piece could be put right back on. 
The T.V. set is ruined (but it's only black and white). Where is 
my Daddy? I told Jack as the T.V. set hit the floor, "See, this is 
what a big man you are, this is what a big man does." But that's 
not true. My daddy never did anything like that, and he was a 
big man. Tears start clogging my nose, my dog Augie runs into 
the bedroom and hides under the bed. Jack says he will get his 
own apartment. I have a hard time breathing. 
Later on, things are quiet. We make up after I run out of 
Kleenex. I am getting into my pink flannel nightgown. My feet 
are cold. Jack wakes up; he says, "I know one thing, honey: I love 
you." I crawl across the chilly sheets for his warmth to comfort 
me. Finally the ugly words are gone. 
His warmth turns out to be a hard-on. God, it must be nice to 
forget so easily. But the body has memories of its own. I can hear 
my poetry book calling me. 
Jack is understanding. He doesn't sigh or slam his fist into the 
wall .. All he does is roll over and say, "It's O.K." Why doesn't he 
kill himself when I refuse him? Why does he .iust get mad? 
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Earlier than usual, 
Dostoevsky's man 
(I can't pronounce 
his name) 
woke up ... 
in a wrong world. 
Because 
of what he knew, 
because of what 
he hadn't done 
he gave up. 
He gave up Russia, 
morning, 
the 19th century. 
He gave up love. 
His night 
of furious dreaming, 
the street-girl 
he got himself 
involved with. 
Down to the river 
he went, to the river 
down ... 
his right mind 
made up. 
'If you are asked, 
say I said 
I was off to America' 
His last words, 
carefully selected 
as the gun 
he put to his head. 
Flowers everywhere, 
redolent air. 
He defected. 
American Dream (Russian Version) 
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